
HAPPY DAYS FOR
JBOYS AND GIRLS

Dear Children of tho Club:
Tho editor again reminds nil children

Writing for the page to send tholr nd-
drcsses written plainly nnd In full on

whatever they send, whether stories,
·' letters, puzzles or answers to piiMles.
OthorwlHO contribution cannot be pub¬
lished. No contributor writing on both
sides of the paper can hope to appear
In print.
Whenever tho editor takes a wnlk

abroad theso fine June days the beauty
all around of green trees, grass and

I flowers, deepens the icnlleatlon of the
Joys of out-of-door living that tho season

brings with it for boys and girls, who
are about done with books and school
for several months to come.
The editor Is glad to think that Wher¬

ever their summer outings may tako the
members of the T. D. C. C. a link Will
bind them to The Tlmes-Dlspatch, and
their glad oxporlenc.B will corno back
to the editor like wlilte-wlnged messen¬

gers, telling about green meadows, coal
streams and all of the s'ghts and scenes
of the country side, In which "lluster
Brown" seems to bo revelling ut präsent,
Do you think you will go fishing, and
havo you a net to catch butterfllep?

The Japanese Tea Gardens.
Near the center of the World's Fair

Grounds is a vory artistic little park,known ns the Japan OS. 'lea Gardens. It
is situated on a hill and in It are beau¬
tiful trees, schrubbcry nnd different dow¬
ers, which grow In Japan. Thero are
Utili) streams with rustic bridges over
them, and odd little benches on the
bunk«.
In the center of the park Is a largepavilllon with pointed roofs, where the

little Japanese girls dressed l,n their
usual costumes, wero serving tea, crack¬
ers and Ices, Some of us got some tea
and crackers.
The tea wag very funny tasting and

served without sugar. The china wns
the dainty Japanese blue and white china.
The Japanese girls could speak vcrv lit¬
tle English, so It was very hard to un¬
derstand them.
The pavilllon. which was two stories

high, was furnished with bamboo ta¬
bles and stools, the latter, though vory
pretty, nre not very comfortable. Every¬
thing wns so entirely foreign that you
a!mo»t forgot you we're In tho United
State-?.
Another .Tnpnre?o place, of interest that

we visit«-d was the Jnpaner.o studio. There
we saw two Japanese artists, who were
painting pictures. I bought one of the
pictures and one of the artist«- painted
me a picture on the back of his card.

SARA D. STARKE.
51. W. Grace Street, Richmond, Va.

How the Cricket Brought Good
Fortune.

? II. CHAPTER.
The child did not ynom to hear; some¬

thing nhsorbed his attention. The bak¬
er's wlf/J went up to him and gave him
a friendly tap on the shoulder. "What
nro yon thinking about?" sho nsked.
'¦Ma'am," said the little boy; "what Is
It that I hear singing?" "Tliera Is no
K'nclng." Fhe replied.

'.Yes," cried tho llttlo fellow. "Henr
it! Queek, omv-k. queek."
My friend nnd the woman both listen¬

ed, but they heard nothing, unless It
wns tbe song of tbe cricket. "It Is a
bird." snid the «-tear little fellow; or, per¬
haps, the bread sings ns it hefftns to
bake." "No, Indeed, little goosey!" said
the baker's wife: "tho«*e ar.«. crickets.
They sing In tbe baker-house because
we "nre lighting the owen, and they like
to «w fire."
.'Crickets!" said the little boy; "nre
they really crickets?"

''Yes: to be sure,'· she said, good lmm-
orefllv. The child's face lighted up.
"Ma'am." raid the child, blushing nt

his rcoii/'s-t. "I would like it very much
If you would ¡rivo me one." "A cricket,"
Raid the baker'.« wife, smiling; "what
In the world would ynu do with one, my
little friend? I would gladly rlv.*> you
all yon want; I firn gl.vl enough to get
rid òf them." "Oh. mn'nm, give me one:
enlv one." They say that crickets bring
good fortune Into hourz-s, nnd perhaps If
wc have one at home, mother, who has
·*¦¦> many troubles, wouldn't cry any
more."

(To Be Continued.!
LOUISE G/.RTHRICrllT.

Gt_ N. Fifth Street.

On the Warpath.
CHAPTER .3-Conllnued.

Frank (.Ot up and walked over to where
his dead horse was and,got his gun and
blankets. He tore a strip of cloth from
his Jacket and after having set his arm.
bound It securely lo his side with the
piece of rag. He set out towards the
woods, which was about fifty yards away,
to try to shoot something to eat. As he
walked along, clouds began to rise In
the east and the wind was blowing very
hard. Frank, seeing that a storm was

rising, tried lo find ? place for slwltor.
The sky was now clouding over with
black cloud«-·.
He found a place called "The Devil's

Pudding."- which was a large hollow
basin, about ten i.eot In diameter, with
rocks and water In the bottom. This
basin was- sheltered by ? huge rock. He
hnd hardly lain down behind tho rock
befor.-s the rain began to fnll In torrents.
Tbe sky was lit up continually with whito
flashes of lightning the nlr wns rent with
terrible blnsts of thunder. Tho storm
now changed Into a cyclor.e: great trees
wero blown down In every direction nnd
Crank bad pome very narrow escapes
from brini, killed by falline- tree*. The
wntor from the creek which ran nonr
vas blown from Its bed to the land. The

BOYS AND GIRLS DO CREDITABLE WORK AS ARTISTS

cyclone stopped as suddenly ns It bad
tome and in ten minutes the storm had
passed; leaving Its track ot destruction
behind.
The wuter now rushed back Into Its

bed and tho rain ceased. Frank got up
and went to the creek and filled his llask,
and started out on hl_i Journey again.
The next three days of his Journey passed
'uneventfully. ¡ ·

When he arrived 'at Colonel Miller's
camp, he was so weak and exhausted
that he "could hardly stand. He was

shown to headquarter.«., where he saw

Colonel Miller, who heartily welcomed
'him. He then told his massage from
.Colonel Johnson. "I will »send three hun¬
dred men Immediately with provisions
and the soldiers' pay," snid Colonel Mil¬
ler. He then called In nn orderly. "Toll
Major Sptllman to report at once," ho
said. As soon as tho orderly disappeared.
Frank said. "Colonel, may I go now, as
I have had nothing to eat for two days
and very little sleep?" "Why, certainly,
my boy. I did not mean to detain you
so long," the colonel answered. Frnnk
.nlutod, nnd withdrew to *ro and find
something to eat. After sleeping for
three hours, ho got up, very much re¬

freshed.
Mnjor Sptllman was Just starting out

with hi*.relief force when he awoke.
He hastily Joined himself with them,

after having gotten Another horse. The
bov rode on nil night, nnd part of th«
next day without, stopping, but nt about
ten o'clock a halt was called for break¬
fast. That night a scouting party was

sent out led by sortie old scouts, and
fifteen .«soldiers. Frank got leave to ko
with them, too. The Indians wore stick¬
ing close to the body on even* side, and
the scouting parly was sent out to try
to find "omo water. Tn some way on the
scout Frnnk wns separated from his
coimnnny durlni. a flrrht, nnd surrounded
on nil sides. He made a desperate fight,
but in ? few minute/· was laid low with
a blow from behind.

JAMES CECIL·.

The Little Dwarf.
And the dwarf appeared, but a frown

was on his blaok foco. "What do you
want?" he cried In a sharp tone, but we
must not forget, that he had to mind
the king. He cried no lond that ho shook
the castle. The servant was frightened at
this, so he said ln a trembling voice: "I
don't want anything. Go home, go home,
you llttlo ape!"
This made the dwarf angry, so that he

blew his llttlo whistle, and In a second a
bunch of dwarfs was In the castle, Tho
servant screamed: "Take It! Take the
ring!" The youth heard the orles and
ran in to se. what was the matter, and
when ho came In."Goodness mol" ho
cried, "give mo my ring! I will have
you hung!" '

So the bad servant was hung. Tho
next day the youth went and got his
mother and father, and they lived In

fieace and died In grace and were burled
u a pile of ashes.

(The End.)
Composed by GEORGE RYALL.

Richmond, Va,

A Little Bit.
A little bit a girl lived In a little bit a

town; the little bit a flies bit her little b»t
a toes when she used to toko oft her little
bit a shoes; and so this little bit a girl for
a little bit a change said sho would keep
on hor llttlo bit a shoes when she wnnted
to play a llttlo bit awhile in her llttlo bit
a pool or her little bit a sand pile. Ono
day this little bit a girl was told to take
a little bit a message to a little bit a
house; When she got to tho little bit a
house the llttlo bit a house was locked up,
so the llttlo bit a girl hallowed out the
little bit a message and then went homo
rojoiced. She had delivered the llttlo bit a
message In a llttlo bit a way. The little
llttlo bit a message sho delivered In a 'It-
tie away was; "Editor, please send me a
little badge."

Yours sincerely,
ANNIE JONES.

Scottsvllle, Va.

ÖUIDS IN ? TUEE.

[THE PUZZLE
DEPARTMENT

Conundrums.
1. Have you ever heard the story of the

egg In thc coffee pot?
2. Have you ever heard tho story of the

three eggs?
3. Have you ever heard the story of the

empty box?
i. Have vou ever heard the story of the

soiled dross?
6. Have you ever heard the story of the

two holes in the ground?
C. Why does an old maid wear cotton

gloves?
MARGARET LBB BOSWELL,

Chase City, ?^.
Acrostic.

My first Is in cart, but not in harp.
My second Is in off, but not In caught.
My third is In foe, but not ln hoc.
My fourth le in fire, but not In hire.
My fifth is in eoi, and also In heel.
My sixth Is ln cajr, and also In'hear.
My whole is what we ell love to drink.

WILLIAM T. PULLSN. JR.,
Forksvllle, Va.,

Mecklenburg county.
Conundrums.

1. What nation produces the most mar¬
riages?

2. What word, by changing one letter,
becomes its opposite?

3. What is that which you oannot hold
for ten minutes, although as light as a
feather?

4. What public singer draws the best and
is clappe'd most?

6. What Is that which bocomes too
young the longer it exists?

6. What Is that which has a patch upon
a patch and a hole in the mleldle?

Bv MAMIE AVERETT.
Averi*«, Va.

Answers to Puzzles.
I. Eye; II.. Lawsuit; III. Welcome.
I. The beggar was a woman; II. A bald

head. ALMA LEE ALBERTSON.
Riddles.

1. Because tt Is out of breath.
2. Ono Is something to wear, the other

something to eat.
3. Something «weet.
4. Because she is an interrogation

point.
6. Because it le ln "pale."
C. Their prepositions.
7, Because it is made for the use of

man.

My Trip to the Country.
Wo went on Wodneeday and stayed un¬

til Saturday with my grandfather and
grandmother who live In the beautiful
Shenandoah Valley. They were glad and
surprised to seo us. Tho Valley Is lovely
now; fertile fields of wheat and corn look
like a dark green ocean with waves of
groin lowing and bending os tho wind
passes on. Grandpa's farm is a pretty
ono. Ho has everything fresh and fino:
delicious strawberries, plenty of eggs. 1
rode ln the buggy with my grandpa to a

nearby village. His good old driving
horse Is named Kate* She seems to like
grandpa finely. I helped to milk the oows
and slidod down straw etaclce, rodo and
drovo, hod plenty real country cream and
rich milk. My grandma always gives mo
lots of nice things to tako homo to motner.
I was ns brown as a berry when I got
home, but I think that is becoming to
boys. I'm llko Bustor Brown: "I pity
city peoplo because they can't live In
country.'1
After all wo hnve our trials. Father and

I miss the C. and XV. train and had to go
to Elkton and wnit many hours for the
N. and XV. to take mo to my aunt's home,
"Shcnmidalo." I was tired of waiting and
was reni glad to seo tho old train come
in, as I was anxious to seo my llttlo
cousins.Margaret and Lunello. Wo
played show and tea party. My aunt
Alice ruins me, because sho says she
loves boys bettor than girls; They are so
natural and don't put on airs, I really
must close, I got my badge and think it
Is fine.

WILLIAM M. SHEPPE,
«47 W. Main St., Charlottesvlllo.

A Trip to the North Pole in a

Balloon.
Here wo start, all aboard. Oh! wait,

we havo not got tho monoy to start, It
will take quite awhile to start yet! But
wo have got It now!
Tho balloon started up and I bogan-to

get nervous. Fifteen peoplo had gotten
into tho balloon with umbrellas, and I
had none. When the bniloon hnd got
about twenty thousand miles up In tlio
air 1 did not know what to do. I looked
all around and I could not see anything,
so G finally thought of taking the tele¬
scope. I put tho telescope to my eyes and
looked at Siberia, where tlio Russluns
wero working like mules for a living for
about ton cents a tiny. They looked ns

big as cork-a-ronohes.
The bniloon was gottlng ready to burst

and all tho people opened up their um¬
brellas and Jumped out. They landed '»
Coney Island Creek, N. Y, But ? stayed
In the balloon and I took a string anu 1
Jet It down. An Irishman put a keg of
beer on it and sat himself on the keg,
I pulled him up. I camo clown on the
keg and landed safely on a mule's hack.

EPPIE BRANT/..

Andrew Jackson.
Andrew Jackson's fallici- \vaa also

named Andrew Jackson, Ho was an irish¬
man, wiju camo to the vt'axlu-w settle¬
ment, on tho Uno between North ami
South Carolina, about ton years before
tlio Révolution. He had built a log cabin,
cieumi a little land and misad " crop
of corn, when ho sickened and tlioil. In
this sad time hie son, Andrew Jackson,
was born. Andrew's mother lived' with
lier relatives and spun flax to earn a llttlo
money. From a little felluw "Andy" was
a hot-tempered boy. Homo larger hoys
once loaded a gun very heavily urn! gave
it to Andy to tire In order to sue him get
knocked ovor by the "kick" ol' the gun-
But the nerce little, fellow liad no gnunor
tumbled over than he got up and vowed
that ho would kill the first ono that

laughed, and ono of the boys dared to
provoke him.

(To be Continued.)
ELIZABETH MAURY BEVERIDGE,

City.

The Enchanted Castle.
Eliso wns very much astonished at hear¬

ing such a harsh voice and at being called
"Curiosity Box," for she had always, been
reepected by everybody, being a princess.
However, sho found herself In a little
dark room with no window and a horrible
one-eyed witch therein.
"Ah! yes, you wretch; I have you In my

clutchos now," were her words of greet¬
ing. "Now here Is your room, my dear."
"Is It not cosy?" she said snecrlngly,
pointing to a small dark hole. It sliouid
bo called even more dismal than the
other. "You will bo quite fat in a fort¬
night, and will bo delicious boiled with
pork bc-rry leaves. All this made poor
llttlo Elise choke with sobs. How she
wished for her warm little curtained bed.
Just then she hoard a little noise.

(To bo Continued.)
LOUISE H. M'CRAW.

St. Peter's Church.
St. Peter's Church was built about two

hundred years ago out of bricks which
are said to have been brought from Eng¬
land and paid for with tobacco. Little
is known of Its eariy history, except that
Washington was married in It. During
the Civil War It was used as a stablo

A veteran from the Soldiers' Home placing flowers on his comrade's grave
Memorial Day, May 30, 1905.

By ROBERT W- ALLEN, JR., No. 814 S. Pino Street, City.

and a hospital. The soldiers while there
wrote ? lot of disagreeable things on
the wall. After tho war it was repaired
and the flat roof wa» mudo arohed. The
keys whloh wore on the top of the
church havo long since como down, and
everybody Is afraid to climb up there to
put them back.
The-old church yard was so small that

every timo they dug a new grave they
would find a skeleton. It has now been
onlareed. Somo of tiiQ graves behind the
church are over ISO years old.

BESSIE M. RICHARDSON.
Talloysvllle, Va,

Literary Contest.

The Ballad of the Emu.
Oh, nay, havo you seen nt the willows so

green,
So charmingly ima rurally true,

A singular bird, with a manner absurd,
Which they call tbo Australian emu?
Havo you ever seen this Australian emu?

It trots all around with Us head on the
ground,

Or erects It quito out of your view;
And tho ladles all cry, whon Its figure

they spy:
"Oh, what a sweet, pretty emu!
Oh, do Just look ut that lovely emu!"

With large loaves of bread then thoy
food it,

Instead of the flc^li of tho whito cocka¬
too.

Which onco was Ita food In that wild
neighborhood

Where ranges the sweet kangaroo.
That, too, is gnun« for ttie fumotu emu.

Old saws and gimlets brsr Its apjiotlto
whets,

Like·, the world-famous bark of Peru;
There's nothing so -hard that the bird

will discanl,
And nothing Its taste will eschew,
That you can give that Ions logged omu!

Tin·: emu.
Drawing and poetry by

DORA V1TSKY,
No. 805 Collogo Street,

Richmond, Vn,
(Please send me a badge.)

The White Kitten.
My little whito klfti n's asteop on my

knee;
As whito us tho «tow or ibi. lilies is she.
Shu wakes tip wllh a pur
When I stroke jior soft fur.
Was (here ever another white kitten like

her?

My llttlo whito kitten now wants to go
out

And frolla with no on« to watch hor
about.

"Llttlo kitten," I say,
"Just an hour you must Htay,
And be onioflll in chuoslinj yuiir places

tu play."
ilut iilidii h'a« (.'omo down when I heard

a loud mew.
I open the door and my kitten pomes.

through:
My kin,-? Ali nial
fun It really be she.
This lll-lockliis·.. I'i'Kgar-IIko cnt that I

eon?
Selected by

MAMIE AVERRTT.
Averctt, ModiL'.'iibui-g county, Va.

Letters From
The Children

Dear Editor: ?
The book you sent as a prlzo for my contri¬

bution .was received a fow days ngo and I
write both to thank you for It and to say
how delighted I am to win ? prize in The
T.-D. C. C. I am encouraged bo much, and
I am going to send a story about ono of
my pcU before long. I am sorry not to have
a finished picture to send, but I only havo a
proof, taken with my brother, which I hope
will do. My school doesn't clo9e until tho
2M of June, so 1 have a long timo to go
yet. Wishing the/ club much »uccees, .1 am,

Your friend, ,

JANIE RUFFW SIMS,
Maxwolton, Va.

Dear Editor:
I received my paint book Friday, May lOtlv,

and like It very much. I think It wan so
nleo for you to give such a nice and ueetul
prlio. Please rut your picture ln the paper,
as we would feel bettor acquainted with you.
1 have a hen and fifteen nlco ohlckens. They
are nearly a week old. I will write a story
for The T.-D. C. C. page eoon. I think the

pago la getting moro Interesting every week.
.Hoping my letter will not help fill tho wüste,
basket, 1 am,

Venir member,
MIRIAM ?. TURNER,

Flint Hill, Va.

Dear Editor:
Enclosed, you will fimi a drawing which I

hopo you will publish on tho Children's Page.
It is called. "In tho Ganti Old Summer Timo."
I must close.

Your» truly, ?
NORMAN E. LARSON,

No. 618 North Thirty-first Street, Richmond,
Va.

Dceir Editori
Please find enclosed a drawing of ß? owl.

I hope you will put It in- tha paper «a I drew
It all by myself and I sun only flvo years old.
Pleas» send nio a badfi*e.

Yours truly,
NELSON BEAL,

R. F. D. No, 3, Now Kent county, Va,

D**nr Editor:
I uni u llttlo girl oloven yoars old, I lovo to

seo tho beautiful drawings of Tho T.-D. C.
C. jiage and road the Interesting storle-s. I
spend much of my sparo time In drawing and
would bo very ideosed to lie enrolled as a
member, plonso send mo a badge·. IJoth of my
sisters belone to tho club. Enclosed 1» a
drawing, which plcaso publish. I will closo
for tho present, hoping tlio club huccss.

Your little frloml,
ORACI. O. KEYS,

No. 1723 West Leigh Street, city.

Dear Editor:
1 rM.eil.nn you have forgotten I am a member

of your liloo puge, luit really I havo not hnd
limo to write, as I hnd to go to school, Now
rut my school has clsod, I will take inoro In¬
terest In The T.-U. 0, C. I wish I could bo a»
fortunate us to Ilvo In, Richmond, I would
try nml «el tho priro. fnr tho nicest flower
¿Orden, as I dearly lovo to work ln a garden.
Mother always gives mo a space In Ilio garden
fqr my VitfotatiJt.il, I have a reel nice gardon
this year. I know all tlio children uro glad
that tho good old summer time» has como
»3 they can enjoy their vacation. I
agree with Sim Percy Ural for wanting lo aea

your picture 111 tlio paper, for I would like to
get u look at your good fuco. 1 think tho
I'hililren's Page Is growing r«"»! rapidly. It
Is thn best |mgc. In th« paper, I must closo
for fwir no· letter will bo too long. 1 romain,

Your tin«) friend,
IXUS M. MAXBY,

mad-stone, .Va.

Hear Editor,:
I uni u llttl« girl ten years old and would

Ilk« very inui.'h to Jot» your «lub. I have
been ?·?·-?·?·*·? "io children's Iftter» und enjoye!
It very much. I would b* very glad If t
ouhi get a pill:«. 1 enjoy reading so much.
My »ollOOl bus closed nml 1 have been taking
muslo, 1 lllio muelo lino. J'hnso send Hit» a

budge. With he.'H wish·.·».
..lucerei}·, tiKonaiö e. avbhbtt,

Avere U, Va.

Dear Editor;
As 1 have vacation 1 will wrlto to Thu T.-

l>. O, C, My echool L'i" Closoel and 1 am

vury surry f»r ? hud to g-> to wlwol very
much. I urn glad tu ~l»0 thu inenibers gutting
on -so nicely. 1 am always glut! to got tho
Suii'luy's pit'ner. I cm-lose soma drawings and
hope you will think It fit for i-ublcutlon.

Yours truly,
VIRGINIA I'AltUAM UAIUU-'TT.

Miuiry, Va,
Deur Editor:

1 hnvo heard s-i intieli uliout your page. I
thought I would write to you My homo Is
In tho country, but 1 urn »laying In iJlacJ*.·

???ß noir. I like the country right well, but
I believe I had rather live In tho city. Flowers
will soon be in bloom and Î will be so glpd
because thoy ar« io pretty, My echool has
closed and I am no clad. I wish I could win
one of your prices.: I had a real nloo time
Barter. I went fishing, but didn't oalch anyfleh. I hope this letter Is worthy of publica¬
tion. It »o plenmy «end tno a badge.

Tour» truly,'
LULA I. PRITOHBTT,Car· of I* B. Prltahott.

t am «leven years old.

Dear E tor:
I have receive- 'my badge and am veryproud of It, I «end herein a short artlclo en¬

titled "Our War With Spalo," whleh I hope
you may deem worthy of «pace ln tho chil¬
dren's column. Thousfh the subject Is verymuch abridged, I hopo I have boon able to
keop the Incidents contiocted .«-uinolently to
make It liiterestln·. for tho members.

Very respectably,
LEON H. ABBOTT,

New· Castle, Va.

Dear Editor:
Your very welcome letter of recent dste

(rave mo great pleasure, I feel proud to say
I belong to Tho Ttmes-Dlepatoh Children's
Club. Hoping the club everlasting success,
I remain as ever,

Vory respectfully,
BALPH H. ALLEN,

No. 1031-2 East Canal Street.

Dear Editor: «-

I received my badge and I appreciate It
very much. Everybody thinks It Is beautiful.
The reason I have not answered your letter
before, I havo been sick and hod to go to the
doctor. I sent you some dmtviags a long:
while ago, and have not seea therm ln tho
paper yet. If they aro not good enough to
be published I will wrlto you & real story
off our dog, Grovor. Hoping the club much
success. I remain,

Tours truly,
SADIE BELLE TUCKER,

No. U Jefferson Streot, Petersburg, Va.

Dear Editor:
Enclosed you will find some conundrums.

G hopo they aro good enough to publish. My
roses are In bloom and I think roses aro ro
pretty and sweet. My chickens have hatched
at last. I havo thirty-one now. Woll I must
oloso. I havo never seen any of my drawings
published and I hope theso conundrums will bo
good enough to publish. .Vlalilng- The T.-D.
C. C. much success.

Your little friend,
NETTIE CASH,

Midway" Mills, Nelson county.

Dear Editor:
I sent a drawing last week, but did not sco

It In your paper. I send another this we«k,
which I hopo you will put In The T.-D. C.
C. I would like to Join The T.-D. O. C. So
please send me a badge. Good-byo.

Yours sincerely,
MARIAH W. PANNILL,

Bassett, Va.

Dear Editor:
I have boon readln«. tho Children's Pn*re

for a lonsf time and Ulto It very much. I send
you a drawing: ot wlUch I hopo to seo ln
your next paper. I think I shall eond you
a story before long. I live on a farm and
enjoy farm Ufo fino. We havo four horses and
a llttlo colt. I go riding very orten. I must
tell you about my rido tho other day, I took
my little sister with me and |wo had not
gone far when It began to rain. We got down
and stopped ln | tho porch of an old house.
My horsd did not like tho rain either, so
I lod her up In tho porch, too. Thoy laughed
at us at homo for putting the horso In th«
porch 'to keep her out of the rain. I wish
.to become a member of The T.-D. C. C
So pinoso send me a badge. I

Yours truly,
THENIA PANNILL,

Baseott, Va.

The Little Bird.
What tloee little birdie say
In his nest at peep of day?

"Let mo fly," says little blnïloj
"Mother, let me fly away."

"Birdie, rest a little longer,
Till tho llttlo wings are stronger."
Bo abe rests a llttlo longer,
Then alio flioa away.

What docs llttlo baby «ay,
In his nest at poop of day?

Baby, like llttlo birdie,
"Let mo rise and fly away.

"Baby, sleep a llttlo longer,
Till tlio llttlo limbs are stronger."
If elio sleeps a little longer,
Baby, too, shall fly away;

Solected by MAMIE! HKRBIO,
lui Brook Avenuo.

PRIZE WINNERS
FOR THE WEEK,'

Ellzabith Mary Beveridge, oily, tat ex¬
cellent Example of Short-8tory Writing«.'
Miss Beveridge Is requested to tend her
address to the editor of the Children'·'
Page.
Bessie M. Richardson, of Tallcysvltle,.

Va., for Contribution to Literary.» Depart·
ment.

Margaret Lee Boswell, of Chaee City,
Va., for Contribution to Punie Depart« !
ment. , ? j

CONTRIBUTORS FOR THE WEEK.
Allen, n. W., Jr. Averett, Mamie
Albortson, A. __,, Avcro.tt, Ooo. C.
Bratz, Eelclio Boswell. ?, ?a
Bristow, \V. Jr. Beveridge, ?. M.
Bowle-., Floyd Baldwin, Lucile
Brace. Paysof. R, Cash. Ncttlo
Crowelor. Lucile Dominici, Teresa
Diet.·., Frícela Dimmock, M. S.
Ollbert, *_ttia Qathrlght, LouiseHorblg, Mamie Jones, Annie
Kester, W, MoN, Dauterbaoh, G, I_,Lynn, Mary B. Mason, El.
Miller, F. A. Moss, Belle W.
McGraw, L. H. Pearson, M. A.
Pullen, W, T. Jr. Pollnnl, EngenltiIilchiirrlaon. B. M. Ryall, aoorgoSpencer, Clarence Starke, Sara D.
Sheppe, Wm. M. Starke, Sara
Thelmor, Helena Vitsky, Dora
Young, Ethel L.

A Game of B~-.se Ball.
Ono day in town there was a greafcexcitement. All of tho base-ball team,wm -excited nearly to death. They wer*:ofi-nid It wae going to rain, but It didn't;:and some of the girls and the team went;to a llttlo town About ten mile« from ourtown and spent tho night; thon next dosriwae tho any for the gome (It was Sat-*·urdayl. At four o'olock the umpire called!

out 'play ball;" then the fun began.Eight innings were played and the score*
was eight to on« In favor of our team,and tho other team gave up. Then the '

girls and team went back to tho home'
that they had spent the night previous, ¦

and next day come home tired and worn',,
out.

WESTON BRISTOW, JR,,Tn-T*n.il*annock, V·.
- .¿3

The Farmer and Stork.
A farmer was troubled by tho cranes i

eating tho wheat which he haef ..own In
his fields. Ile sat traps ln tho fields to',
catch tho crane«, and caught a great \
many. Onco he found» a stork In a trap. '.·
The stork had broken Its leg In the Î

trap and was crying loudly. When he ?
saw tho farmer ho began to beg for hie jlife. "I am not a crane," ho said; "11
am a" poor stork, and my leg is broken,
You kpow my- father and mother, and'
good they are." Tho farmer laughed,:,
and said, "I can eoe you're not a crane, ?
but I have found you ln bad company,-
and you must die.

Selected hy
GEORGIE K. AVERETT,

Averett, Va.

"The Fragrant Summer Time."
When tho gold is on the willow and th·

maple's bud» are red.
When your feet havo grown so heavy

that you fear they're made of lead:
When the fever'« ln your system and

you're lady as tho deuce,
And vour over ready ajuwor is a muffled

"What's the use?"
Then It's time to hang the kettlo and

prepare' for making soap,
Just beside tho neli-fllled hopper, on the,

orchard's sunny slope;
Then the season'« full ot trouble ln this

semi-southern dime.
For it brings that awful something

known as "Tho Fragrant Summer
Time."

Fallow ground' with clods to crumble,
paper bags of onion sots,

Rake and hoe and soil stained garments
nnd a soul that sorely frets

At tho prospects of exertion, ovon of
the mlldost kind,

And your humping over makes you sort
o' dizzy llko and blind;

Bocts nnd radishes and lettuce, peas and
seven breeds of bean.

Popples, marigold and larkspurs for tho
¦walks and between: .

These tho things inseparable from the
days that rook the rhyme,

These tho tragedies that trouble us in
"Tho Fragrant Summer Time."
Selected by DUCIDB CROWDER,

TrultL Va.

The Land Without Ruins.
Yes, givo mo the land where.the ruins ara ;

spread,
Ahd the living tread light on the heart» ·.

of tha dead; i
Yes, give mo the land that is blessed by.

tho dust
And bright with tho deeds of the down-

trodden Just; i
Yes, give mo the land where the battle's :

red blast
Has flashed to the future the famo of the f

past;
Yes, givo me the land tnat has legends ;

and lays ;
That toll of the memories of long-vanished

days; '

Yes, give me the land that hath story |
and song. >

Enshrine the strife of the right with that
.wrong!

Yes, give me a land with a gravo on 1
each spot, j

And namos on the graves that shall no«
be forgot;

Yes, givo mo tho land of tho wreck and 1
tho tomb, (

There's grandeur in gravea, there's glory¡
in gloom; I

For out of the gloom futuro brightness 13* I
born, ?

As after tho night oomos sunrlso of morn-
Arid tho gravos of tho dead with tho grass J

ovor-grown, ¡.
May yet form the footstono of ltöorty'-f f

throno,
And each single wreck ln tho warpath ot

might,
Shall yet be a rock on tho tomple of right«

Soloctod by ???? GILBERT,
Gilbert's Hotel

By MICHAUX CARLE'-OX, «ichmond» V·,


